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The book's crumbling pages belied the mystery inside. Secrets, gossip and even 
murder. 
7 carefully chronicled diary, few in pages but ripe with intrigue; a tale of seven 
guests and a weekend sciree at a beautiful, Gothic estate. 
diccording to what information managed to survive, only one reveler would make 
it out alive and no one had ever been able to sotve the crime. 


I/there had been a survivor, he or she had never come forward. 


the local police were wholly unequipped to deal with such a baffling case. Were 
they paid off, or were they simply inept? 
Judging by the quest list, money would not have been in short supply, 40 it was 
possible. 
Yn high society, money had always spoken louder than justice. 


The beck spent time in a leaky attic in a rotting trunk, then moved te and later 
found in... the basement of an abandoned heme. 

By the time the decrepit tome made it to the museum, some one hundred years 
later, only the following poem and red and black invitation, wrapped in an old 
newspaper clipping dated 1880, survived. 

They were found in an envelope, wrapped in leather, in between the faded and 
crumbling pages of what was left of the diary. 
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“Seven guests at a lavish estate. Do everyone a favor and don't be late! 
Murder and mystery will claim all but one, a stab, a shot or maybe a fall...and 
you re done! 


There's a lake for swimming and a horse to ride. You wont be safe so don't bother 
to hide. 


1f those won't please, youre not left cut, here's some fun, without a doubt... 
The garden is bliss and as beautiful as dawn, with a poisonous twist, you won't 
last long. 


for the studicus ameng you, the library awaits, just pass through the curtains 
and wrought tron gate. 
The fireplace stays lit and the books are all rare, but mind what you read and 
choose with care. 


Drinks will flow, only the finest wine, the gluttony might kill you, if'U be 40 divine. 
dire you hungry? The kitchen will serve only the finest cuisine, veggies and cakes 
and meat oh-so lean. 


Zit the end of the day when you're gocd and tired, when your energy has waned 
and long since expired, a private bedroom awaits...with a four-poster bed... 


But don't expect much rest...because by dawn, six of seven of you will be long 
since... DEAD!” 


iitcmeamainte.... ... cameumeeeeneeee 


just as the poem said, on Monday morning, six illustrious, if not scandalous and 
controversial members of the community, were found dead in their beds. 
The causes of death were varied and coincided with the poem. 
ft seemed that the only deathly scenario left untouched...was the library, where 
according to legend, the diary was found. 
Strangely enough, the families were relieved, if not happy, to be rid of the 
“blights” on their family name, so the investigation was not seriously pushed, 
even though some very interesting questions lingered. 


The first and most pressing question was... 
flow did the killer obtain the keys to the &state? 


Originally known as the, “fandham €state,” it was built by Captain Jessup 
dirchlyn fandham, a well respected sea captain (and often privateer...though 
people tended to overlock that as his family was so well liked and respected)in 
1758. 


Au was well until arcund 1840 when the family name and fortune began to 
founder. By 1880, the once illustrious and very wealthy fandham family had 
fallen to ruin with the descendants of Jessup landham wiping out everything 

their noted ancestor had worked for. 


The descendants that had wanted to save the family home had neither the means, 
nor the money needed to continue us upkeep, let alone to restore ut, 40 the glorious 
abcde was lost to property taves numbering in the tens of thousands. 


Seized, auctioned off and sold again and again, it finally fell into disuse and 
abandonment...and by, 1880, ultimately decaying into a crumbling huh of 
stone. 


There was no owner. So, again the question begged...how did anyone get the keys 
to the estate? 
Who d had the party and... whafwas the geal of killing off the black sheep from 
upper society 5 key families? 


No one would ever know. 
The ancient record saved from almost complete ruin...the twisted account of a 
weekend party gone horribly wrong, the only proven survwor... 





